FREDA : Good night. Dolly. Good night Phil-

DOLLY : I like the new shoes.

FREDA : They're nice, aren't they ?

PHILIP :   Splendid.  Thanks  so  much,  Mabel.

Good night.

JIM  (&y he sees them out) : Have you got any
matches ?

PHILIP (outside] : Yes, thanks. Heaps,

DOLLY (outside) : Light one now. So long.

JIM (w/w is standing on the landing) : Good night,

[He comes in and shuts the hall door.
FREDA : Sorry, mother, if I was a bit late.
MABEL : It's ail right, dear. Fm not really a
spoilsport. I'm only thinking of your own good.
You know that.
FREDA : Of course I do.

JIM (entering) : I think I'll have another drink
before I retire. You, Mabel ?

MABEL : No, thanks. I must just see If Edith's

hung the tea-cloths up.

FREDA : I'll do that, mother.

MABEL :  No, you get off to bed. You look

washed out.

[She goes off to kitchen.
FREDA : Good night, father dear.

[He is helping himself to a drink.
JIM : Good night, darling. So glad you've had
a good evening.

FREDA : It was ripping.

JIM : He's a nice boy. I like him very much.

FREDA : Godfrey ! Oh, he's a topper.